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out. You may hold my hand for a few moments."
He took her by the shoulders and gently, almost
tenderly, shook her.
"My dear child," he reasoned, "except in uniform
I have never been to sleep with my clothes on in my
life."
"You can take off a few of them, surely? You are
being unkind. Please, please take off your shoes
quietly and let me go to sleep again. Morning will
come and I shall still be tired. I will not disturb you
in any way. But I do not wish to get up," she cried
as she felt his fingers more firmly on her shoulders.
"Please do not disturb me. I will be as quiet as you
like. Cannot you be content to let me dream? Am I
so repulsive to have near you? I will not fidget. I am
not a thief. In the morning I shall have courage and
will go away."
By this time Granet had drawn her to a sitting
position. She looked at him like a hurt child.
"Carlotta," he pleaded, "I would leave you here
with pleasure but you would only be found by one
of those foreign servants when they came down in
the morning."
She shivered.
"I do not mind."
"Do be reasonable, please. You can't stay here."
"But I want to."
"Well, you just can't. Now I am going to mix a
drink and then will you sit outside with me and talk
for a minute or two? Afterwards I will take you
back to your bungalow. Thank goodness you have
had the sense to keep your clothes on!"